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NOW READY, PES 
Volume One of Vaniy Fair, in a neat and strong | MAGNIFYING MORE THAN 500 TIMES. 
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A set of 4 lenses, ready for use, and equal to a com- | Throughout the country will oblige us by forwarding 





NDERWOOD’S SMALL MICRO- 
~- ; 
o ARTISTS AND AUTHORS 


binding. Price $2 00. 


" sa sound microscope. Sent (paid) by mail for $1. 
— | For sale at the office of publication, : , C. B. UNDERWOOD, ) contributions, which will be paid for on acceptance or 
113 Nassau-street 114 Hanover 7 t promptly returned. 
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ing, Chess, Tales, Recipes, and other matters interesting to all intelligent readers. Try one number. Publishers, A. Harta, & Co., 20 North William-st., N. 
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Rates of Advertising in Vanity Fair. 


On the 2d and 15th pages, 10 cts. per line each insertioa 
On the 16th page 15 " “ 

On the Ist page 59 wi 
«*s Instead of making a deduction as heretofore in the 
case of standing advertisements, the rate in future, 
will be as above for each insertion, and from this there 
will be no deviation. 
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From the New York Daily Times. 
The Saturpay Pressis the ablest of the literary week- 
lies, and almost the only one which possesses any very 
salient peculiarities of character and tone. 


— N. ¥. SATURDAY PRESS, 


THE BEST LITERARY PAPER EN THE COUNTRY, 
IS PUBLISHED AT 
No. 9 Spruce Street, New-York. 
PRICE : 
$2 00 a year; 5 Cents a Single Number. 
TERMS OF ADVERTISING. 

Ten Cents a line for the first two insertions ; Five 

Cents a line for every subsequent insertion. 
NO PUFFING. 

Advertisers will please bear in mind that no arrange- 
ments whatever can be made with them for editorial 
notices. 





N. B.—All communications should be addressed to 
HENRY CLAPP, Jr., 


Office of The N. Y. Saturday Press, 
No. 9 SPRUCE STREET, N. Y. 





} ee JOB AND NEWSPAPER 
PRINTING. 





THE UNDERSIGNED having a good assortment of 
type, are ready to contract for 


NEWSPAPER WORK, 


and to receive orders for the printing of 


BOOKS, 
PAMPHLETS, 
CARDS, 
HANDBILLS, 


POSTERS, 
BILLHEADS, &c., 
OF EVERY VARIETY AND STYLE, 
At the lowest Cash Prices. 
WEVILL & CHAPIN, 


Vanity Farr Orrice, 
No. 113 Nassau-street 





ORKS ON WATER-CURE.—BY 

American and European authors. Illustrated. 

Published by FOWLER & WELLS, No. 308 Broadway, 
New-York. 

Tue AypRopatHic Encyclop2p1A.—By Dr. Trall. The 
most comprehensive works published on Hydropathy, 
nearly a thousand pages, with 300 Engravings. $3. 

Tue Hypropatuic Famity Puysician.—By Dr. Shew. 
A ready Prescriber and Hygienjc Adviser. Containing 
600 pages, with Illustrative Engravingse $2, 

Hypropatuic CooK-Book.—Containing Recipes for 
Cooking the various dishes. Price 75 cents. 

Curonic Disgasé.—The Causes, Progress, and Termina- 
tions of Chronic Diseases. By Dr.J.M. Gully. $1 25. 


CumLpREN.—Their Hydropathic Management in 
Health and Disease. By Dr. Shew. Important work 
for parents. $1., 

Consumprion.—Causes, Prevention, and Cure. 75 


cents. 

Domestic PRACTICE or HypRopATHy.—With 15 Illustra- 
tions of important subjects. By Dr. Johnson. $1 25, 

MIDWIFERY AND THE DISEASES oF WOMEN.—A practi- 
cal work of great value. By Dr. Shew. $1. 

Warer-Cure Lisrary.—Embracing the most impor- 
tant works on the subject. In seven large; 12mo vol- 
umes. $7. 

Sent pre-paid by return of first mail, on receipt of 
price. Address FOWLER & WELIS, No. 308 Broad 
way, N. Y. 





CHEMICAL LABORATORY. 


BOOTH, GARRETT, & REESE, 
ANALYTICAL CHEMISTS. 


No. 10 CHANT STREET, 
(Rear of St. Stephen’s Church,) 


PHILADELPHIA. 
ORES, 
MINERALS, 
METALLIC SUBSTANCES, 
GUANOS, 
AND 


WATERS, 
Subjected to careful analysis and 
OPINIONS GIVEN ON CHEMICAL 
QUESTIONS. 


Students desiring a thoroughly practical 
course in Chemistry, will have every atten- 
tion paid them. 


Chemicals and apparatus supplied free of 


cost. 


For terms &c., apply in person or by letter 
as above. 


O INVENTORS. THE PROPRI- 

ETORS OF THE ‘ PRACTICAL MECHANIC”? invite 
the attention of Inventors to their facilities for pro- 
curing Patents in the United States and all foreign 
countries, and to their arrangements for the trans- 
action of all business of every nature in any way re- 
lating to Patents. 

They prepare applications for the Patent Office, fur- 
nishing all the necessary papers, together with the 
drawings required,and, if desired by the applicant, the 
models also, They will give to their cases their per- 
sonal attention before the Department at Washington, 
and will spare no efforts which long experience in this 
class of business can suggest, to secure the amplest 
protection to the rights of their clients. Parties who 
intrust applications to their charge may rely upon re- 
ceiving prompt attention and faithful services—care 
being taken, especially, not only that Patents shall, if 
possible, be obtained, but that, when obtained, they 
shall cover something of substantial value. 

They have located at Washington a careful and ex- 
perienced Agent, and one of their nnmber is at the 
Patent Office at short intervals, so that Inventors can 
be saved the journey to Washington, and by applying 
to this office will find their business attended to as 
promptly and faithfully as if they were present. 

The fees charged in all such cases will be moderate. 

The litigation of Patents in the Courts, Infringements 
Injunctions, etc., will receive special care. 

We are prepared to take charge of contested cases of 
every deseription. 

Particular attention paid to Rejected Applications, 
Applications for Additional Improvements, Re-issues, 
Interferences, and Extensions of Patents. 

Advice as to the patentability of Inventions cheerful- 
ly given. 

Examinations made at the Patent Office under our 
own supervision ; and all business relating to Patents 
transacted promptly and skilfully. 

Models and Drawings carefully prepared. 

Terms moderate. 

Address, BENJAMIN GARVEY & CO, 
NEw 
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—_— ANDREW ‘& FILMER. 





DESIGNERS AND ENGRAVERS ON WOOD. 


JOHN ANDREWS. 
20i William st., N. Y. 


JOHN FILMER, 


221 Washington st., Boston. 





ENGRAVERS FOR THIS PAPER. 





ees INDEPENDENT, 


The largest circulation of any Weekly Religious News- 
paper in the world, and rapidly increasing 
A SPLENDID ARRAY 
OF WRITERS 
MRS. ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING 
MRS. HARRIET BEECHER STOWE 





GRACE GREENWOOD. 
JOHN G. WHITTIER. 
JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL. 
REV. HENRY WaRD BEECHER. 
HORACE GREELEY. 
WILLIAM M. EVARTS. 
REV. STEPHEN #. TYNG, D.D. 





WILLIAM ALLEN BUTLER. 
REV. THEODORE L, CUYLER. 
REV. GEORGE B. CHEEVER, D.D. 
BAYARD TAYLOR. 
JOHN BIGELOW. 
The above distinguished writers are contributors to 
THE INDEPENDENT. 

If, in addition to READING THE INDEPENDENT, 
you would like a copy of WEBSTER’S DICTIONARY, 
you may supply yourself with it, at the trifling cost of 
procuring three new subscribers to the paper. The 
Dictionary will be promptly followed by Express, on 
receipt of the three names and SIX DOLLARS. 

Terms—Two Dollars a year, payable in advance. 
Address 

JOSEPH H. RICHARDS, Publisher, 
No. 5 Beekman-St., N.Y 


Specimen copies sent gratis to any address. 








| caeate THOMPSON & CO., 


Commission BMlerchauts 


FOR THE SALE OF 
COTTON, 


TOBACCO, 
FLOUR, 
GRAIN, 
PROVISIONS, 
WHISKEY, 
AND PRODUCE GENERALLY. 


NO. 6 CAMDEN STREET, 
Baltimore, Md. 
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RS LONGA VIIA BREVIS, 

‘€Some are born great, some achieve greatness, and some have greatness thrust 
upon them.’’ 

So says St. Jerome, in his Life of Governor Hancock, and so says 
the Bibliographical Editor of Vaniry Farr. It is not his fault— 
if it be a fault—that its readers are now perusing a third article 
from him, on the important subject of Bibliography, but that of 
his admirers, whose name, he is informed,is Legion. He was 
about to sheathe the stylus forever, or, speaking less classically, 
to lay down his pen, when he received a note from the editors of 
V. F., requesting him to continue the series, as he had promised to 
do in his last. ‘The promise was a joke on his part, and he presumes 
the readers of V. F. understood it, but the editors did’nt somehow 
see it in that light, so he felt bound to comply with their request. 
There was another reason for this decision, (if the truth must be 
told) and that was a temporary want of what SrepMan calls ‘‘ the 
current of the realm,” meaning thereby gold, silver, bank-notes, 
or approved paper with a good endorser. Added to this was a 
number of other reasons, in the shape of complimentary letters from 
the admirers already spoken of. ‘‘I have read your two first 
articles,’’ wrote one young gentleman, of a literary turn of mind, 
‘*and they have given me the greatest satisfaction.’’ (We trust 
we shall always be ready to give any gentleman satisfaction !) 
‘¢ You have mentioned the names of many authors and works, not 
noticed in Lownprs and Bruner. (The critic of the Tribune, Isee, 
calls the last named Bibliographer, Burner!) which convinces me 
that they are what I have always understood them to be—very im- 
perfect.’ We disclaimed the young gentleman’s compliments, in 
our modest way, and told him that there were hundreds, possibly 
thousands of authors and books, with which we were unacquainted. 
We were familiar, we confessed, with the best Libraries of Europe 
and America, especially the private ones—but still we had much to 
learn. He would not allow this for a moment, but maintained 
that we were the greatest of bibliographers. This rather lengthy 
paragraph leads us back to our starting point, and shows the fitness 
of our quotation from St. Aveusting, that, ‘‘ Some have greatness 
thrust upon them.’’ We have had greatness thrust upon us, and 
as RicHarp the 2d said when the crown of Jerusalem was offered to 
him, (see SHAKSPEARE’s Plays.) 

‘* We must have patience to endure the load.”’ 

We shall drop Dr. Wyxne, for we consider any further criticism 
upon him as lost time, (we write for pastime,) and glance at Bur- 
ton’s Library, the sale of which is soon to come off. We have 
gone through the Catalogue carefully, and we must say it is very 
badly done. What, for instance, are we to think of an auctioneer— 
for we presume the auctioneer manufactured the Catalogue—who 
writesin this peremptory manner ? (Lot 160.) Purcuas, His Pilgrim- 
age. In the first place we go to a sale, Mr. Santn, to purchase what 





we please, not what you tell us to. In the second place we should 
like to know whose pilgrimage it is that we are to purchase. You 
say His: but who is the stat nominis umbra behind that very indefi- 
nite pronoun? Is it Burton? The books are, or rather were, his; 
is, or was, the pilgrimage his also? Pilgrimage—to what place? 
And how did he travel—on his muscle? But you need’nt answer, 
sir. You may sell the volume if you can, but you shall not sell 
us. We'll none of your purchases. 

Among the volumes on American Poetry (lots 285—338) we find 
Butter, Nothing to Wear. Butler, with nothing to wear, may be 
a nice man for a Catalogue, but he wont be likely to wait on any 
table hereabouts, except a table of contents. 

264. Fatrrietp (Sum. L.) This author is, or rather was, for 
we believe he is now deceased, the father of James FarrrieLp ; but 
the son took it into his head one day that the old gentleman was’nt 
doing the fair thing by him, so he dropped the first half of his 
name, which suited him to a T, and called himself James T. Frexp, 
by which name be is more generally known. He is the junior 
member of the firm of Ticknor & FieLps, publishers, Boston, and 
has published a small volume of poems, not to be found in Burton’s 
Catalogue, which, we scarcely need say, is very imperfect! Mr. 
FAIRFIELD (we beg pardon, Mr. Fietp) travelled in Europe last sum- 
mer, which led our pious cotemporary, The Saturday Press, to 
chronicle him in this fashion : 

‘« Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood,”’ 

272. Kerret, (S.) Specimens of American Poetry. (This copy 
of Kerrret formerly belonged to Dr. Ports !) 

296. Morris, (G. P.) The Deserted Bride. The binding of this 
work, cloth, is wrongly described. The Deserted Bride is in sheets! 

818. Pray, (Isaac C.) Poems of. This author is a member of 
the firm of Watch & Pray. Isaac has his readers, but we don’t see 


884 Waxonpau, The Moth of Life. (Our copy reads The Master 
of Life, but as Burton's formerly belonged to Wixu1s, (Nat.) it may 
be Moth, after all !) 

886. WereEKe’s Poems, 12mo. (This edition was confined to 52 
copies, all in 12mos.) 

852. Cotman. There is no author of this name; it is merely 
the nom de plume of Cottier, the SHAKSPEARE commentator. 

855. Dovetas, (James.) Travelling Anecdotes through various 
parts of Europe. This curions volume will soon be completed by 
the author's brother, 8. A. Dovazas, who is now travelling through 
various parts of America, ostensibly looking for his mother, but 
really to see if he can not get into the White House. 

426. Werever, (JoHn) Ancient Funeral Monuments, etc. The 
fame of this author looms above that of his contemporaries. Bur- 
Ton’s copy is a little warped. It formerly belonged to Wess. 

889. Brewer, (AnTHOoNy) The Love Sick King, etc. BREwER was 
a small-beer dramatist of the time of CHar Es the First. His best 
work, (we quote the old spelling) ‘‘Ye Risinge of the Yeaste,’’ made 
him a Master of the Rolls. 

970. Congreve, (Witt1AM) The Mourning Bride, a Tragedy. 
This lively dramatist, who was the friend of Porz, Swirt, and 
STEELE, was the inventor of the rocket which bears his name. The 
premature explosion of one of these deadly missiles in his honey 
moon, made his bride, the Duchess of Marlborough, a Mourning 
Bride. 

1105. Frerp, (NarHanret) A Woman is a Weathercock. (‘‘Wo- 
man, don’t be vain!’’ is the touching remark of Hazuitr on this 

lay. 
r 107. Home, (Joun) Dramatic Pieces. This volume was the 
favorite reading of the late Joun Howarp Payng, who celebrated 
its author in his famous song, 
‘* Home, sweet home.”’ 

1374. Naspes. This copy was once the property of SHERIFFE, 
the actress. It was bound by ConstaBrz. 

1638. SovrHERNE, (Tuomas) Plays. The dramas of this author 
are obsolete. One of them is, however, worthy of preservation, 
and we advise some of our patriotic managers to produce it as a 
set off to ‘‘ The Octoroon.’’ We allude to the farce, ‘‘ Sound on 
the Goose.’’ It will delight a Southern audience, in fact almost 
any audience, if brought out at the right time— say at Christmas, 
when we are all sound on the goose. (Our copy is bound in Turkey !) 

But enough for the present of Burton’s Library. (We may 
report the Sale.) 

Among the very private Libraries of New York and its vicinity, 
we may mention that of P. T. Barnum. Mr. Barnum, the reader 
knows, is the Proprietor of the Moral Museum, and is celebrated 
in both Hemispheres as the greatest showman alive. He is also 
—but for further information consult his Life, copies of which may 
be found at the book stalls, with other rarities, labeled ‘‘ 25 Cents 
Each.’’ Mr. Baryum’s collection is too large to be described in 
detail. yHere are some of its curiosities. Woon on the Horse, 
(Fremont’s copy.) The Works of Sam Stick, the Clock-maker. 
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(Mr. Barnum considers these the costliest works in his Library. 
Many notes are attached!) Goxpsmiru’s Animated Nature. (Jenny 
Linv's copy.) Dipprer on the Art of Raising the Wind. (Dr. 
BeEttows’ copy.) Brit's Anatomy. (A present from the Living 
Skeleton.) Surr’s History of Greece. (Fat Boy’s copy.) Fes Gre 
on Mermaids. ‘The Everlasting Nigger. (Portrait of Joyce Heru.) 

Horace : Opera. (Bought by Jenny Linn, under the impression 
that it was a musical production by some unknown composer !) 
The Gull’s Horn Book. CartyLe on Shams. (Said to be Prrer 
the Great’s copy : at any rate it is bound in Petersham!) WuitTE 
on Albinos. Dunder and Blitzen. (Signor Burtz’s copy.) Lives of 
celebrated Guys, including Guy Faux, and Guy of Warwick. 
Buryuam’s Hen Fever, With a View of Shanghae. 

A correspondent sends us a list of books, but omits to state in 
whose Libraries they are found. We give the names of some of the 
best. A Critique on Impossibilities. By Exaranven Kant. ['This 
work must belong to the editor in chief of the World; for, judging 
by his articles, we should say he was filled with Cant !] Jack Tar’s 
Song of a dolorous Pitch. (In the Library of Dr. CautKiss?) The 
New Creation ; By an Orp Mar. (Is not this an effort of Suck- 
ling ?) Surews on Railways, and The Law of Battery, An enlarge- 
ment from the original. (Evidently in Mr. Law’s Collection.) 
Essay on Roofing; By A. Tyter. Platitudes of a Chamberlain ; 
By an Artisan. (Bank’s copy?) Deleterious effects of Soda 
Water; Fountains. Lanpsger on Surveying. Survey of Porte: 
Harr. (his last volume is in the Custom House Library, where 
may be found the Habits of the Oyster: Shell. (Mr. SHELL, we 
may remark en passant is the collector of New York.) The Tragedies 
of Rowe, (mus.) Fiinr on Locks. (Hopnes’ copy?) The End of 
Mormonism: Hype. A treatise on the Adder, By the Lightning 
Calculator. CuEsTERFIELD on Bows, (A few leaves wanting.) The 
works of Dyce. (RAFFLE’s copy.) 

We have just received a circular from an enterprising New York 
publisher, calling attention to his novel wares. He is the origi- 
nator of a new idea in Literature, which is the publishing of aseries 
of novels with taking titles, at One Dime each. Having made a 
ten strike so far, he announces the following works, as being in 
Press, in Dime-ond editions. His list is alphabetically arranged, 
the reader will observe. 

Adeline, and the Alguazil. 
Bugler of Bagdad. 
Cornet of Cappadocia. 
Devout Dragoon. 
Exasperated Emeline. 
George, the Grocer. 
Humane Hangman. 
Insolvent Inquisitor, 
Jester of Jersey. 
Kauser, the Koniacker. 
Lofty Lamprey. 
Merciful Magdalen. 
Nathan, the Norman. 


Opulent Orangeman. 
Perjured Pretzel. 
Querelous Quaker. 
Robber of Rahway. 
Sanctified Suliote. 
Treacherous Tartar. 
Uxorious Uncle. 
Verbena, the Vegetarian. 
Werner, the Wagoner. 
Xerxes, the Xypoid. 
Yusef, the Yeoman. 
Zephyr and the Zebra. 


Send in your orders at once. Large discount to the trade. 


_— 
ae 


IMPORTED DOGS. 


The Mayor’s Marshal complains that impositions have been prac- 
ticed on the dog-pound institution, by bringing over dogs from 
New Jersey and elsewhere, and he intends submitting an ordinance 
to the Common Council, to prevent such importation. We will 
admit, now, that hardly anything could be more reprehensible 
than the importation of a Jersey dog ; but on reading the follow- 
ing paragraph, taken from a late number of the Galveston Daily 
Civilian, we could not help thinking that the South might supply 
us with something in the canine way that might be useful to us in 
more ways than one, setting the pound question aside, altogether. 


Edward Sydnor, of Hancver, Va., has two pointerf{dogs, which can worm more 
tobacco in a day, than any two handshe owns. The dogs run along the furrows 
andshow the greatest sagacity in detecting worms, finding them by the scent and 
eye. They never injure the plant, and where the field hands overlook the insects 
the dogs are sure to find them. 

As prevention is better than cure, would it not be well to import 
a number of pointers of the Hanover, Va., breed, for the purpose 
of ‘‘ worming’ our city parks in the early Spring time, ere the 
young and toddling ‘‘ geometer worms” have yet acquired strength 
enough to ascend the trees? Nay, the Hanoverian pointers might 
discharge a higher mission than this. They might be induced to 
‘*worm’’ the tobacco sodden plants known as the Common Council, 
so as to worm out the secret of such diseases as the Japanese Swindle. 
Should these valuable pointers be tried then, and prove themselves 
capable of thus pointing a moral, we will undertake to adorn their 
tails at our own private expense. 














THE VEGETARIANS. 


EAR Editor of Vanity 
Fair :—Suffering as 
I now am from in- 
flictions heaped on 
my plate three times 
a day by my cabbage 
> headed husband, I 
“>: have determined to 
. appeal to you for 
<s, Sympathy, and ad- 
SfYvice ; understanding 
you give away vast 
Zre~ amounts of the latter 
to all applicants. 
About a week since 
my husband went 
over to that wretched 
Philadelphia, as he 
_» said, on business. I 
have since learned it 
: was only to attend 
he Eleventh Anniversary of the American Vegetarian Society, and 
to cram his head with nonsensical ideas about beans, and potatoes, 
and cold water. He tells me that among the resolutions adopted 
by the Society was this : 

‘That facts well established, abundantly prove that those who 
live exclusively on a vegetable diet can and do endure the extreme 
of heat and cold, hard and long continuous toil and exposure, and 
long continued privation, betier than those who live on a flesh or 
mixed diet.’ 

And a truer resolution never was offered, for since my husband 
has turned vegetarian ‘‘ facts well established prove that those who 
live exclusively on vegetable diet can and do endure long continued 
privation*’’ and Iam a living proof of the same; and expect to 
have to endure all the other sufferings mentioned in the resolution, 
solely from having a potatoe eating, cold-water drinking, slim stick 
of a-husband. It is enough to make one cry, to find at breakfast 
instead of a good cup of warm coffee and boiling milk, nothing 
but a large pitcher of cold-ice-water! Then for dinner instead of 
roast beef or chickens, a plate of cold-boiled-beans! And at tea 
time instead of the warm comfort of a cup of good black tea, a 
fiendish red radish, and a cold-white-potatoe! Ugh ! 

I will sue for a divorce from this garden bed and vegetable bored 
life, that I will! I won’t stand it, I can’t stand it. Iam so weak I 
have to sit down to write this, all from his odious vegetarian diet, 
which is not mete for me to eat, and is only fit for an old cow, 
instead of the graceful but half starved 











JULIA BEFEETER. 
Brooklyn, Sep.i25, 1860. 
SS 


D AND THE D. 


‘*The wit and humor of Judge Dovetas”’ says a Bufialo-ly paper 
“as as irresistible as his argument.” In proof whereof the said 
meek and lowly cotemporary proceeds to tell us the story somewhat 
as follows: When the train stopped at a little town in Vermont, 
during his recent mother hunting tour through that State, Judge 
Dova.as stepped upon the rear platform, and said a few kind words 
to the crowd who insisted upon seeing and hearing him Some 
enthusiastic Republican proposed three cheers for Lincoux, which 
were heartily given, when Judge Dovatas smilingly turned to the 
crowd and said : ‘‘ Fellow-citizens : In his absence I feel called 
upon to respond to that compliment to my friend Lincoty. What- 
ever of credit is due to him I feel a right to claim an interest in it, 
for he and I belong to the same State. Iam his friend, and he is 
my friend; and you, the partisans cf Mr. Lincoxy, should be my 
friends, for if it had not been for me you never would have known 
him as a candidate for the Presidency.’’ The effect of this happy 
turn was electrical, and called forth rapturous applause, the Repub- 
licans joining loudly in it. 

1 very pleasant indeed—first rate—jolly companions every 
one. Dovuctas—v’ry goo—f'lo—Linx’n firs’ rate f’lo—hip-hip— 
hurrah! A merry jest my masters, an excellent jest! But not 
altogether bran-new; with all respect to the jolly Judge be it said. 
After the Arch Enemy had been cast out of heaven, say the Talmn- 
dists or Arabs or some sort of Orientals, and when he was reviled 
by the angels he turned to Micuagt and said, ‘‘when were you heard 
of till you became great by conquering me? You should hold me 
for your best friend.” And to Azragr, the Angel of Death he said, 
‘where were you before I brought Death into the world. Who 
has been more your friend thanI?’’ And the angels were silenced 


—even as the Republicans were corked up, occluded and opercu- 
lated at *‘ the little town in Vermont. 
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TROUBLE AGAIN AT THE CENTRAL PARK. 
Rural Friend.—‘' CAN THEE TELL ME WHY THOSE SWANS ARE SO CONTENTIOUS } BATHING AND 


SPLASHING SO FURLOUSLY !” 
Policeman.—* NAtuRAL DIFFICULTY, sTR. ENGLISH SWANS 


ABOUT IN EVER SINCE !” 








JUST ARRIVE. 
7A MBURG-—-ON WILICIT A GENTLEMAN SWAN DOVE DOWN FOR THE LOST H, AND TUEY’VE BIN A FIGHTIN’ 


A Nice Mercantile Questicn. 


In looking over the list of Officers of the 
great Union Meeting at the Cooper Institute, 
V. F. recognizing some names that were very 
blatant for Fremont in 1860, wishes to ask 
the following question : 

If in 1856, Jones, was an irrepressible Free 
Soiler because his business was with that 
section of country where such sentiments 
“did most preponderate,” and therefore was 
an ardent supporter of Fremont, Woolly Horse 
| and all, and if Jones is non-cultivating ‘the 

Southern Trade,’ which Jones, Brown and 
Rosrxson, have discovered to be more advan- 
tageous to their Bank account, and if the 
said Jones is therefore found figuring as a 
Vice at this Union Meeting, is this conversion 
a matter of “principle,” or one of “interest ?” 

Will some of the patriotic Broadway mer- 
chants respond ? 


Se ee eee see 
From our own Lunatic. 


Q. What placeof public entertainment do 
a couple of goats, with their horns in a posi- 
tion of defence, remind one of? 

A. Nibblers Guarding. 

A person experienced in the care of lunatics 
informs us that Nisto’s GArpEN is probably 
the place alluded to in in the answer, as 
above. 





A Word for Master Brooks. 


The Express warns his friends not to vote 
for the Black Republicans, in the following 
dreadful English: “They are preparing to 
re-do the coming winter just what they done 
last winter.” Surely thee ditor should have 
wound up such a paragraph with, “ It can’t 
be did. Nothing could have been more 


ONE ON ’EM SAID U 
appositely ungrammatical. 

















“FARMERS” ATTENTION! 
New-York, September 20th, 1860. 
Eilitor of Vanity Fair. 

Sun :—I have read Mr. Jepepran Farmer’s rejoinder to my letter 
of Aug. 16th and, sir, to the indignation I before experienced is 
now superadded an amount of contempt sufficiently prodigious to 
embrace ten acres of such specimens of humanity. In fact Iam 
disgusted with J. F. Why don’t he show himself to be a man—a 
whole man, and not depend, as he seems to do, for the very breath 
he draws, on his Jerusua and Sarau Jane! 

He says he was not frightened by my letter. Well of course he 
wasn’t frightened ; I couldn’t expect him to be ; he evidently hadn’t 
anythiog todo it with. It takes a man of parts to be frightened 
in these days. However, Laccept his apology. But I tremble, Mr. 
Editor, when I think of what might have happened if he had been 
frightened! What a catastrophically calamitous disaster that 
would have been! 

Then he attemps to be severe. He calls me an “ individual!” 
not even qualified by an adjective! in a manner, too, which he 
undoubtedly intended should irrecoverably disturb my equanimity, 
and blast my prospects of bliss for all time to come! Cruel, relent- 
less JEpEDIAU! How could he doit! Do you think, Mr. Editor, 
that he will keep on doing it? Sir, Jersey’s soil could’nt be any- 
thing but red—she couldn’t help blushing forty feet deep at the thought 
of rearing and feeding such scalawags ; such miscrable, lean, lank, 
slow, slab-sided, awkward, chicken-livered contemptibilities as 
this person Farmer! I feel for poor Jersey! my very sole cries 
out! but still, ‘‘ blessed are the uses of adversity,” so Jersey, keep 
a good heart. 

_I do not hesitate to declare to you, Mr. Editor, my firm convic- 
tion and belief that Jepepian Farmer is, after all, only a mass of 
heterogencous particles, endowed with vitality and instinct, quantum 
suff, to keep him from starving to death. I do not believe he is 
even a vertebrate! I give him credit for knowing about as much 
as my four year old brother does in a minute, but then it takes 
him a week to do it. And what docs the man mean by ‘‘easy Jersey 
mud ?”? Ifhave once or twice been—to my sorrow—in that country, 
but I must say I never found any there that was easy.”’ , 

He goes on to say that he “never sends old berries or corn to 





market,’’ when he knows that he sends them just as old as possible 


to be at all fit to eat. Ue would’nt dare to send ’em any older. 
(By the way, if he will take the trouble to send that ‘‘ old saw” 
which talks in such a knowing way about ‘‘ bread and butter’ to 
Barnum, he might make a good thing out of it.) ; 

As to my assertion about the numbers of eyes mutilated by his 
umbrellas, he has not one word to say : glad to see it : shows that 
he has been to our city often enough to pick up a little decency. 
And then, how comforting to find that at least one man born in 
Jersey, the Musical World man has been brought—perhaps he 
came without any bringing—to see the error of his ways; to cry O! 
the difference between Booxton and Bon Ton! and take the next 
train for New-York. Sir, I once knew a man who had an uncle— 
perfectly sane man except on one point: he wanted to turn his 
back on civilization and go into Jersey! He went. He died in six 
weeks !! and I cannot blame the poor man. Indeed I think it 
would be a work of mercy to exterminate, blot out, eradicate and 
utterly annihilate the whole race of raw unmitigated Jersey JEDED- 
1aus, for to be anywhere within telegraph shot of one of them is 
—Cr-nr-rE Diev! itis enough to annoy, pester, molest, bother, 
trouble, disturb, tease, worry, tantalize, aggravate, distract, exasper- 
ate, provoke, irritate, torment, harass, enrage, and eventually pre- 
pare any man of sensibility to enjoy rather than otherwise a state 
of complete moral, physical, mental and intellectual eternal, end- 
less everlasting misery and perdition in Seecula Seculorum. 

Yours mildly, 
CosMOPOLITE. 

. - 

Gospel Light in Illinois. 

Those who walked in darkness near Mount Vernon, IIl., saw a 
great light some days sioce, when they burned up the Sunday 
school library there. The books were regarded as containing 
incendiary doctrines, and Ill o' Noise men quietly made light of them. 
From which‘we learn that, as of old, Vernon sempr viret, 

ee 
OW VS. 

If King BomBattno was not literally Kicked out of Naples by Gart- 
BALDI, it is at least certain that he was Towed out of the bay the 
day he absconded. 


oe. 
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PRINCE-OF-WALESIANA. 


HILE in 
Montreal,the 
Prince more 
than once 
displayed his 
familiarity 
with the 
history of 
that city. 
O bser ving 
that General 
Bruce inva- 
riably de- 
clined to par- 
take of eggs 
during the 
\ sojourn of 
the royal 
party there, 
H. R. H. said 
to him one 
morning, at 

SS breakfast : 
——— - ‘You were 
» here when 
your noble 
brother gov- 
" erned the 
colony, 
a Bruce ?”’ 

‘* Yes, may it please your Royal Highness,’’ replied the General ; 
‘*T was here with Exam, from first to last.’’ 

‘* Eggs were plenty, here, in those days—eh ?”’ said the Prince. 

* They were very plenty, sir.”’ 

‘*And as to quality ?”’ 

‘* Bad, please your Royal Highness.’’ 

‘* And they pelted your noble brother with them?’ 

“They did, sir.’’ 

‘‘And yourself ?’’ 

‘* Me, too, sir.’’ 

‘* Now that is very interesting !’’ cried the Prince; ‘‘I should 
like to hear all about it from one who was present. ‘Ask, inquire, 
ask those who know,’ as the quack doctors say in the newspapers. 
Tell us all about it, Bruceg.’’ 

And then the General, with a spasmodic smile, narrated to the 
young Prince the events of that day in the summer of 1849, when 
the city of Montreal stood out like a great basket of bad eggs, and 
the people of Montreal stood by it like one big man and drove the 
Earl of Exe1n ignominiously from the city, amid a hurtling volley 
of the disgusting missiles. 

“‘T never saw eggs go like those, before or since,’’ said the General, 
“and if they didn’t hit us, they flew over us like a stream of wild 
pigeons, so that, indeed, the carriage in which we made our escape 
—s along beneath a perfect tunnel of them, for more than a 
mile.’’ 

‘Then your victors treated you as the ancient Romans served 
their prisoners of war ?’’ remarked the Prince. 

‘‘Aud how was that, may it please your Royal Highness ?”’ 

“sent you sub jugo—under the yoke: o, 1, k, yoke, you know,’’ 
said the Prince. 

‘*They did ¢hat,’’ rejoined the General, with a retrospective wince, 
which imparted a slightly collapsed expression to his features. 

‘Never mind, Bruce,” continued the Prince, good-naturedly, 
observing the shudder: ‘‘but think of the Greek proverb, kakou 
korakos akon oon—‘ bad crow never laid good egg’—and be sure 
there must have been something rotten in the state of things that 
produced such unpalatable results.” 

‘*That’s jolly for old Bruce !’’ whispered the small English mid- 
shipman. to Extior of the Guards—‘‘ his brother was Governor of 
Canada, then, you know, and the Prince must mean him when he 
talks about the crow that produced the bad egg.”’ 


The official appointment held by General Bruce is that of tutor 
to the Prince of Wales—a capacity in which, however, the gallant 
guardsman is not expected to display any familiarity with the dead 
languages. Nevertheless the Prince, who is fresh from Oxford, 
delights in perplexing him with elassical quips and queries. 

‘‘Tam getting rusty in my classics, already, BrucE,’’ said the 
Prince, one day : ‘‘Sanperson has been posting me up in Ameri- 
canisms, and that has put the Greek and Latin out of my head, I 
think. Now here’s an American carte he’s just been showing me— 
bill of fare at one of their slap-up hotels, you know~and there’s 


/ 








one item in it I must have the Latin of, but can’t think of it for 
the life of me.’”’ 

“ And what may that be, your Royal Highness,’ 
tutor, respectfully. 

‘¢ A ‘squab on toast,’ ’’ replied the Prince. 

In the physical sciences, too, the prince is sometimes teasingly 
exacting towards his tutor—for example in Zoology, in which H. 
R. H. takes an intense interest, losing no opportunity of extending 
his acquaintance with the fur, fin, and feather of our continent. 

During the sojourn of the royal party at Niagara Falls, Lord 
HINcHINGBROOKE came galloping up to Clifton Lodge in a great 
state of excitement, saying that a most interesting event had just 
transpired by the roadside, near Queenston Heights—a rattlesnake 
had swallowed a raccoon. 

The Prince, with his suite, immediately proceeded to the spot, 
where the serpent, torpid since his degiutition of a somewhat stout- 
ish quadruped, lay bleated and languid in the yellow dust of the 
road. 

Looking around fox a seat, from which to contemplate the spec- 
tacle at his ease, the Prince could see nothing better than a rail of 
the fence, on which he sat, accordingly, the members of his staff 
standing in the field behind him, at a respectful distance. 

-¢ Now, Brucg,’’ said the Prince, ‘‘ tell us something about it— 
these rattlesnakes are queer customers: don’t they live with other 
animals, sometimes—with wolves, or prairie hens, or something ?”’ 

‘«They have been known to reside with prairie dogs, not hens, 
may it please your Royal Highness,’’ replied the tutor. 

“And with birds ?’’ proceeded the Prince. 

** With burrowing owls, we are told, sir,’’ said the tutor. 

‘“‘And with any other creatures ?”’ 

‘* Not that I know of, please your Royal Highness,’’ replied the 
tutor. 

‘*T don’t think you know much about it, Bruce,” continued the 
Prince. ‘ Rattlesnakes undoubtedly associate with other animals 
besides prairie dogs and owls. ‘This fellow does at any rate.” 

‘‘And how is that, your Royal Highness ?”’ inquired the tutor. 

‘« He seems very thick witha ’coon, just now,’’ replied the Prince. 


inquired the 








OUR CORRESPONDENCE. 
OrFice OF THE WoRLD, September 28, 1860. 
Dear Vanity: 
Why is the Tribune like a very mellow pear? It’s soft To Centre. 
(Two Cent-er.) Groans from Kansas! 
Yours religiously, Wor tp. 


TripuxE Orrice, September 28, 1860. 
Dear Vanity Fair: 

It is with great pleasure that we sce you pitch into that misera- 
ble World—that summital Hight of stupidity—that Theater of 
cant, one number of which would outweigh a Tun of common 
heaviness. Please accept the following and enter to our credit. 

“Why is the World not worth even a needle. Pecause nobody 
would give A-cus for it 
(N. B. A-cus is the Latin for needle) 
Yours irreligiously, TRIBUNE. 


OrricE N. Y. Times, Sep. 28 1860. 

Dear Vanity Fair : 

Why are the editors of the Heruld, and Tribune like good for 
nothing railroad guides. 

Because they’re worthless Journey-Lists. 

. Yours temporally, Times. 
nae ———— 
Heraldry and Knighthood. 

The Herald—-the philanthropic Herald—the consistent Heratd, has 
the following in regard tothe Western tour of the Prince. “The 
Western people whom they meet, are pleasant, cordial, anxious to 
make them comfortable, but never intruding upon or annoying 
them.” A little further on thus: 

“ No one then expects they are to be knighted, or to receive the 
red ribbon of the bath.” Now if the people are so “ pleasant, so 
cordial, so anxious to please,” who does expect they are too benighted. 
It would be proper to ask, are they benighted at all. Is the red 
ribbon of the bath to be called a ribbon of water-colors? And why, 
Oh, James G. B. do you spell bath with a small 4? Is it possible 
that the time has come when you neglect to “make capital” of any- 
thing that you can lay hold of? And to crown all, have you not 
read your own telegraphic despatch enough to prevent you from 
making such a blunder as to say : “ The idea of taking the Prince 
to the West, and then conveying him to the Atlantic cities by easy 
stages, was most happy?” When, Oh Herald man, has the Prince 
been conveyed by easy stages! Don’t you know he came on the 
cars? Or even if he came by stages at all, how do you know they 
were easy? You evince, Oh Herald man, your usual recklessness of 
statement, and you ought to be repressed. 
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~ go successful let one small experience excuse us. 
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QUITE A MORAL SENTIMENT. 

Benevolent but very absent minded friend.——“* LiFs 18 SHORT, MY GOOD 
LITTLE ROBINSON, AND A GREAT PART OF IT RAINY ; BUT HOW OFTEN THE 
SHOWER IS TEMPERED TO THE GOOD MAN BY THE INCIDENT OF A FRIEND 
WITH AN UMBRELLA !’’ 

(Little Robinson, whose hat is qaite new, feels the rain, but doesn’t see 
the sentiment. 





MUSICAL CRITICISM. 

Since musical criticism is becoming a part of humorous literature: 
it isof course indispensable to V. F. The daily papers have found itan 
unfailing source of amusement to their readers ; if we are not quite 
A certain degree 

of absurdity is easily attained. But to become ‘‘infernally ridiculous” 
aman must keepatit allthe time. As we are not yet so hardened 
in this kind of nonsense, but that lapses of intelligence will occa- 
sionally occur, any competition with the Dailies, is of course out 
of the question. The Royal road to folly, is not open to all. If 
you have a genins for stupidity—very good—you get a situation as 
Critic at once; ifnot, ah! well, you must qualify yourself as youcan. 

The most important element of musical criticism, is undoubtedly, 
ignorance of music. It alone is sufficient qualification, yet with 
laudable liberality, ignorance of grammar, ignorance of «esthetic 
thingumabobs, in short, as Micawser would say, in short— 
all sorts of ignorance are generally added. Here is the difficulty 
before you. ‘T'o become a musical critic, you must unlearn all you 
have learned. Do you know one note from another? The devil 
youdo! Can you distinguish French from Italian? Then heaven 
help you! My dear sir, there is no position for you at present on 
this paper. Do you not know that your knowledge is an insur- 
mountable impediment to success? All Art Criticism whether of 
Music, Painting, or Poetry, must first of all be popular. You must 
write what everybody can understand. 

“Ah!” said little Mr. Fatserro, ‘‘ Mr. THALBERG, are you fond 
of music ?”’ 

TaatserG looked at him steadfastly, and said he thought he was. 

“O! soam I,” said thé-other,’’ Music is so refined, so disem- 
bodied, so what’s his name, and sounds so splendid on the water. 
And do you play by note or ear? Note, indeed! J play a little too. 
Yes, with one finger.’’ 

The youthful tenor held it out. Tuatperc took hold of it, and 
examined it narrowly. ‘‘Is, this the finger?’ ‘‘ Yes,” was the 
blushing reply, ‘‘but I can play, Avi hmythumb. O! Mr. THALBERG, 
do you know the tune of the ‘Anvil Chorus? It goes—tum—tum 
—tum titum—titum. Very different you know from the serenade, 
which goes deedle de de, de do-o-ho.”’ 

Mr. Tuatpera looked like a man with a new idea, and said there 
Was certainly some difference ; he advised Mr. Fatserro if ever in 
danger of deafness to burn out his ears with a hot wire. Shortly 
afterwards he sailed for Europe. 





— 
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Such a critic would make his fortune in New York. Were Mr. 
Farsetro professional, we would engage him at once. In this 
default we must put up with a modest imitation of the Daily 
papers. Our Critic is well qualified, though not as ignorant as the 
public is accustomed to, nor of. an insanity sufficiently profound. 
He is however very hard of hearing, a point in his favor. Our 
rivals never thought of deafness, it is enough that their critics are 
dumb. By the by he has just sent in his first Critique. 

‘*Tue Iranian OpeRA. The large and fashionable audience that 
attended the performance of La Trovatore must have gratified the 
enterprising management. Of course the great feature was Musrani 
in his ut di péto. Correst though she cannot claim any do di 
pottrine, used her glottis with great effect, especially in the Cavatinas. 
Amopio sang several boleros. The opening serenade being very suc- 
cessful, Musrani repeated it in the Miserere, but we suggest more 
careful rehearsals of this mise en scene, as Contest interrupted him 
several times, especially towards the end. The J/ Traviata was well 
played last night. We are used to Briecnoia in this play, and 
were not pleased with the production of another. BricGNnoLta 
knows the tunes. When shall we have the florid music of Rosstna. 
There is an allegretto about it a sort of a crechiendo, a fruitiness, that 
reminds us of Rosstn1 in his palmy days. 

“One thing needs reform. Our readers will see that we allude to 
the Coro Jutti. We have noticed that in La Travatore, the same 
men appear in different dresses, sometimes as the wandering Zingari, 
and again as soldiers. This should not be. The parties are 
directly opposed. Therefore to make a bass Zingari sing that he 
has killed a tenor soldat, is to encouraged either suicide or falsehood, 
as he is not him, but the other one in disguise. Now as the purpose 
of the Opera is to inculcate morality, how can this departure from 
truth, be justified by Utiman?”’ 


SOMETHING LIKE A CHANCE. 


Since recording the great application of Cacrus pr Tancrent1, for 
money and married bliss, we find no case which appeals so power- 
fully to the simp—no not plicity, but—pathy of the Richly En- 
dowed, as the following, which we extract from our unprincipled, 
but brilliant and immoral, but fast—in short from our witty and 
wicked cotemporary the Philadelphia Inquirer, of Sep. 12 : 

6 GENTLEMAN OF REFINEMENT, JUST DISMISSED ON VERY TRIVIAL 

grounds from the suite of the Prince of Wales, finds himself suddenly re- 
duced to positive want, and is anxious to meet with assistance of a pecuniary nature 
in the shape of a loan, until a situation of a suitable character shall present itself, 


whereby he may earn his livelihood, and repay his benefactor for the important 
service rendered him.”’ 


The idea! 

The idea of a Prince of Whaler—one refined doubtless to such a 
pitch that white sugar would be nowhere near him—finding him- 
self positively hard up, cornered, un-cashed, bradless, tinless, fund- 
less, dimeless—in one portentous and bran-new word—unspondu- 
lixed 

And in these times too ; in the land of the free and the home of 
etcetera. 

Where are the editors who want every detail of H. R. H’s boots, 
coats, down-sittings and uprisings? 

Where are the ambitious old ladies who adore Royalty—even to 
its cast off rags. 

Where are the ambitious young ones, desirous of learning the 
winning ways of captivating Princes ? 

Where are the Party Givers? 

Where are the Benevolent? 

Where are the Fifth a-Venue-trals who want to be Sold? 

Where is Jenkins? 

Where is the Herald Reporter. 

And finally, 

Where is Barnum! 

Surely, while these persons have cash in their pockets, or in those 
to which they have access, no ex-lackey of the Prince—we mean 
Baron Renrrew—much less one of his double refined gentlemen 
should be driven to advertising for a loan in that depraved organ 
of the dangerous classes, The Philadelphia Inquirer. 





Se 
From Italy. 


Some time since the correspondent of an English journal pre- 
dicted that GARrBaLpDr would “ never add one foot to the dominions 
of King Vicror Emmanve..’’ Never mind. Garrsatpr will soon 
get possession of the whole Boot, and then V. E. can put One Foot 
in it as soon as he likes. 
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The New Conflict of Ages. 


The ages of Misses SmitH, Jones, Brown, and otber Single Ladies, 
as shown in the Census returns of 1850 and 1860. 
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| ‘*PRECISELY SO0.”’ 
Clara.—I AM SO GLAD Wh'VE BEATEN THAT HORRID Miss JONES AND HER BEAU! FRED, YOU DO DRIVE DELIGHTFULLY ! 
| Fred.—‘* Wuo—o—o—ox! PRETTY bOY—YFS—THANK-AH,—BUT—WOULD—YOU—HAVE—A NY—SEWIOUS—OBJECTION—TO,—AH, 
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nor is asyllable uttered against the iniquitous directors or managers 
of the Northampton Asylum. We pronounce them iniquitous be it 
observed on the authority of the Jtccorder which gives us directly 
to understand, that the woman was imprisoned though not insane 
at all. In fact if she had been, her value as a convert and conse- 
quently that of the story would be seriously invalidated. 

Well—the scoundrelly husband, and the still more scoundrelly 
Directors are passed by without a word of blame. No comment is 
made on the fact that the victim was torn from her home and 
children—no horror expressed that such an infamous Bastile system 
of letters de cachet still disgraces Massachusetts—nothing of the kind! 
All is swallowed up in the crowning fact that she received instruc- 
tion and impressions which the Recorder trusts will not easily be 
lost ! 

According to the truth or falsehood of this story, cither the 
Directors of the Asylum, or the editors of the Jecorder deserve 
pretty savage punishment—hot, strong sharp and plenty of it. We 
sincerely trust that the guilty parties—one or the other—may be 
speedily brought to justice ! 


| 

! 

| There is nothing dearer to Vaniry F’Atr than the advancement of 
| ound Morality, and True Religion. ' 
| To do what is right, to do it quietly and unostentatiously, to 
| cultivate all that is charitable, gentle, genial and manly, requires 
|| respect for Religion, for the simple reason that all are, like it, 
|| branches of the practical development of truth in life. 

|| But Vanity I'arr has no respect for a vast amount of popular 
unreason, conventionalism, folly and arrogance which passes current 
in the brains of ignorant and vulgar men for piety. And quite as 
little has it for the great majority of aneedotes and instances of 
wonderful conversions, which appear in certain ‘‘religious’’ cotem- 
poraries; and of which a very strong specimen is forwarded us, 
credited to the Boston Recorder, 

In the marvellous instance referred to, entitled Satan missing 
his Aim, we learn that an Irish Catholic woman living near North- 
ampton Mass. had attended a Protestant meeting and received 
religious impressions. 

‘“* Her husband, enraged, trumped upacharge of insanity against her, and 
secured her commitment to the insane hospital at Northampton. The distressed 
woman resisted with all her might, but it was of no use ; all supposed she was 
deranged , and she took her place among the insane, and soon found reason 
She found herself in quiet quarters, and was of course 





Conjurgium non Conjugium. 
By an Oxp Bacuetor. 
Dick leads, it is known, with his beautiful wife— 
In spite of their vows—such a turbulent life ; 
The social condition of Dick and his mate 
Should surely be called the conjurgial state. 
a ee ee eee 
Nautical. 

Q. Supposing Lord Rexrrew had fallen into the water, when 
some members of his suite were jostled overboard by the crowd at 
Detroit, why would he have run less danger of being drowned 
than any of them? 

A. Because he was the Dux of the party. 


for quiet submission. 
allowed to hear preaching, and had all the Protestant preaching which she 
desired’’. 


Here the woman's religious convictions were strengthened and 
she became ‘‘ hopefully pious.’’ At least she received instruction 
and impressions as to the way of life, which we trust will not easily 
be lost.’’ Boston Recorder rejoices greatly thereover. 

From which weare to infer that a false commitment toan Asylum 
by a vindictive relative, is something to rejoice over if it leads 
to conversion, and consequently if plenty of good preaching be pro- 
vided at such institutions it is quite right to imprison people there 
—no matter in what manner ! 

Is not this the legitimate deduction from such an anecdote, 
repeated in a tone of rejoicing ? 

Be it observed that no word of blame is found for the husband, 


2 asia omer : 
The Douglas Offer of Fusion. (Philadelphian-) 
Turkey for me, Turkey Buzzard for you. 
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Mrs. Buchanan, the Step-mother of her Couniry ‘Diiss ME 
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PEORIA AND PIKE OUTDONE. 


YEARS ago 
some Ame- 
rican jour- 
nalist spoke 
of frequent- 
ly meeting, 
rude inde- 
pendent 
men gifted 
with ‘a 
savage con- 
sciousness 
of owing re- 
spect to no 
one.’ The 
character is 
not uncom- 
mon. Every 
body has 
encou n ter- 
ed at times, 
men whose 
eyes gleam- 
ed with 
gratuitous 
in s olence ; 
persons 
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; pass- 
lve had become active, and whose favorite displays of wretched and 
contemptible egotism, took the form of uncalled for annoyance, 
impoliteness or at least the affectation of disagreeable oddity. 

Vanity Farr when it heard that at Niagara a Vulgar Rascal had 
ridden rudely through Baron RENFREWw’s cortege, dusting that 
amiable young man and friends, for no other purpose than that of 
displaying Rascal’s excessive sense of self, Vanity mentally made 
a note of the occurrence as one soon to be followed by others. 
They came in due time—the last, which has been regarded by 
several cotemporaries as immensely amusing, being chronicled in 
the following words by the N. Y. Times: 

‘¢ At Chicago, while at the grain elevator of Mr. Spurcis, LonG Jon said: 
“ Baron I raise pigs and puppies at my farm. The pigs are your father’s owu 
breed ; I’ll send yon a roast, and if it isn’t good you must blame the old gentleman 
for it.’ Mr. Srurcis, who is more wealthy than wise, said when introduced 
‘Lord RENFREW, eh! But you’re no better than anybody. Letme call you Mister 
RENFREW,’’ and to the infinite amusement of the whole party, he persisted in that 
address during the entire visit.’’ 

Now we would like to ask Mr. Jonn Wrntwortu, Mayor 
of Chicago, if he considers himself a gentleman? A gentleman in 
any sense of the word? We would wish also to be informed if this 
was an act of common decency, or rather if it was not a piece of 
vulgar, impertinent, vile indecency, when showing Baron RENFREW 
the hospitalities of the city to speak of his father Prince ALBERT as 
‘*the old gentleman.’’ Mr. Wentwortu—you know that it was 
indecent, and though the expression may have been laughed at as 
en of an ignorant Hoosier it was none the less disgrace- 

ul. 

As for the clown in grain, who gratuitously informed Baron 
REnFREW that he was ‘“‘ no better than anybody else,’’ we pass him 
by with the hope that his intolerable itching to be insolent was 
telieved by his speech and by his subsequent low bred conduct. 
Meanwhile we have a word or two to utter on this subject of volun- 
‘ary vulgarity, which it would be well for some of our irrepressibly 
independent friends to consider. 

The Snob who in Europe becomes the Flunkey, Toady and Slave, 
takes in America the form of the Braggart and Rowdy. When 
Vanity Farr hears an individual blustering and boasting in an un- 
called for manner, that he is ‘‘as good as anybody,”’ V. F. concludes 
that the self-conceit which prompts the remark would—say in 
England—have impelled the same individual to distinguish himself 
by ‘* booing’’ and kneeling. As the late Mr. CAuDLE remarked to 
Mr. Pretrymay, ‘‘ Tyrants are only slaves turned inside ouv.’’ And 
having expressed its own views on this subject, Vanity Farr con- 
cludes with a paragraph on it, which has been received since 
writing the above and which we believe expresses not only the 
opinions ¢f one, but all its contributors, and not only of them but 
ot all well-bred and courteous people in the country. 


RATHER ROUGH IN THE GRAIN. 


We are told by the correspondents of the daily journals, how 
Lord Renrrew paid a visit to a famous grain-elevator, while at 











Chicago. This grain-elevator belongs to a Someruine SturGis, esq., 
we don’t know his Christian name, who signalized himself by addres- 
sing his visitor, Lord Renrrew, thus: ‘‘You’re Lord RENFREw, be you. 
Oh law! you ain’t no better than me, I ain’t a going to lord you, 
Mr. Renrrew, J ain’t!’’—and so persisted in calling his visitor 
‘* Mr, Renrrew,” during his interview with him. Western men, 
generally, enjoy the reputation of being rather rough in the grain. 
Now we don’t think that Stureis, who keeps a grain-elevator, uses 
it much to elevate the standard of that kind of grain—We Don's. 
ae Sees 
DRUG LITERATURE. 
Editors of Vanity Fair: 

Sir :— Notwithstanding the efforts of the Ledger and several 
other purely romantic masters of modern fiction to improve the 
general tone of the literature of the day, it must be obvious to the 
most casual observer that their efforts have not been success- 
ful with regard to that branch of it which may be denominated 
the Drug—by which however, I do not in any way refer to Poetry, 
which by some has been termed a drug in the literary market, 
The branch of literature to which I allude is that professing to be 
the exponent of that meritorious class of persons whose name will 
ever be associated with the pill, the potion, and the essence. Esti- 
mable though many—nay all—of these persons are, it is lamentable 
to peruse the productions of their pens—productions in which we 
look in vain for the capacity of Coss, the elegance of Everert, or 
the solidity of Sournworru. Instead of gilding the pill they 
aggravate it; their potions are rendered intolerable by their 
attempts to sweeten them ; their unguents depreciated by their 
ungrammatical eulogy. 

Reflecting upon these matters, I have concluded to open an office 
in which, aided by a corps of able and intelligent writers, I will be 
at all times ready to furnish inventors of patent medicines and 
perfumery, with romances adapted to their several requirements. 
| have now in hand seven stories of a most thrilling character, 
founded upon pills ; innine of which the motives are pectoral, and 
eleven based entirely upon the only real virtue, almost, to be 
reckoned upon in these our times—the virtue of hair oil. 

As a specimen of my style in the romance, and of my ability to 
meet any possible requirements, I append the following little tale. 


A Sricut DIFFERENCE. 


Not long since, a gentleman out West who was much interested in the welfare 
of an emigrant train proceeding by the overland route to California, received a 
telegram from some remote station, announcing that the travellers had been 
attacked and plundered by the Indians. The telegram added that the savages had 
‘speared the lives of all the whites.”’ 

In an agony of grief, the recipient of the sad message wrung his hands and 
tore his hair, and might have proceeded to other extremities had not the 
telegraph operator rushed in to tell him that he had made a slight mistake in 
reporting the telegram, which read, properly, ‘spared the lives of all the whites.”’ 

This made some difference, of course, and the gentleman’s only regret now was 
that he had torn out so much of his hair before the circumstances of the case 
were fully established—a regret which was turned to joy, however, when the 
Telegraph Company presented him with a bottle of Hirsurer’s Harr Savce, or 
REPROGRESSIVE ToPp-DREsSING, by a few applications of which, he entirely recovered 
his original allowance of ‘‘ nature’s greatest ornament, balmy locks.” 


To the above, of course, in a case of business should be added the 
address of the inventor, price of article, etc., etc. Thus could two 
desirable objects be combined—the improvement of the mind by 
the perusal of a delightful little story, founded upon fact, and the 
promulgation of a highly perfumed and indispensable article which 
is a fact. , 

Hoping that you will give insertion in your valuable journal to 
the above, which is of such importance to inventors, etc., etc., I 
sign myself Your very obedient servant, 

Pysus DoonaDy. 
- ee ee ee 
The War of The Dictionaries. 

Newspaper readers will be delighted to learn that the Editor of 
Vanity Fair at the earnest request of a suffering Public, has finally 
concluded to put a stop to this sort of thing—dictionary thing— 
and having planted SHAKESPEARE’s cannon against the ruthless 
invaders fires him off to settle the question, which he does thus : 

‘*] learned in Worcester, asI rode along—’’ 
King Henry IV. Part I, Act IV. Scene I. 
— . 
Architectural. 

The Steps taken by Baron Renyrrew, since his arrival on this 
continent, may be considered, in the aggregate, as forming the 
greatest Stare case on record. 
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IN THE EGYPTIAN MUSEUM. 
Shrewd Peorian.—‘‘ Yes—THE ARTIS’ THAT SCULPED THAT, DID IT 
DON’T YOU THINK IT’S GOT A KIND 0’ DEAD LOOK ABOUT THE EYES ?”’ 
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! 
| ‘“* Meen-Fun.”’ 


Attracted by the above caption, which 
caught our eye in a daily journal, two or 
three days ago, we were very much disap- 
pointed on reading the paragraph to which 
it belonged, and which had reference merely 
to an injunction respecting the trade label 
of a cortain Chinese skin-powder called 
Meen-F un. 

The reason of our disappointment was 
that, on first seeing the caption, we looked 
for what to us would have been a great treat 
—a fresh chapter from the Rev. Spurggron’s 
reminiscence of foreign travel. 


eee 
Up and Down. 


The words “up” and “down” have a pecu- 
liar local significance at New York, which it 
may, perhaps, be worth while noting for the 
benefit of those who dwell in less favored 
cities. 

For example: when Mercator tells you 
he has been “ down at the Island,” he means 
Staten Island, where he goes to recruit—if 
possible. 

But, when Tony Jim remarks that he has 
been “up at the Island,” he means Black- 
well’s Island, where he goes to repent- if 
possible. 


a 
On the Sea. 


When Strantey announces to RicnaArp 3d 
that ‘¢ Richmond is on the seas,” can he have 
alluded to the worthy ‘‘ Dean” of New York, 
it heing very evident that in the matter of 


PUTTY NATURAL—-BUT| fusion he is all at Sea. 





STUPENDOUS ENTERPRISE. 


The dear old Boston Courier in the course of an article on the 
Ball to be given to the Prince of Wales in that city says : 

‘Ladies fortunate enough to be selected by His Royal highness for Cotillions 
etce., ave cautionel against speaking, except in reply to their royal partner, and 
then only in monosyllables.’’ 

That’s the idea! We likethat! Dancingis a solemn business ; 
we might say a Ball is almost as serious an affair as a prayer-meet- 
ing, but upon further deliberation we conclude it better not to say 
it. So we don’t insist on that point. 

If we were a Prince and were the object, or subject as some people 
would say, of such an entertainment we should manifest our royal 
delectation at the total absence of gabble thereat. We say ‘gabble.’ 
Gabble, with a large G. For the talk that is commonly talked as 
a matter of course at a Ball, is, of all stuffand nonsense the very 
hifalutinest that a generally beneficent Providence ever allowed 
any human above the age of one year or thereabouts to talk. So 
we hail with joy unspeakable the idea that AtueEns jr. is about to— 
well, about to what? Hein? The poor women can’t be commended 
to restrain their more or less youthful impetuosity can they Courier ? 
and we doubt very seriously, whether the women of Boston could 
ever be coaxed to talk in monosyllables. That isn’t the way they 
build ’em in that classic locality. Inthe very Hub of the Universe! 
Why, the natural condition of the most insignificant of hubs is to 
be spoked all ar— (Psha! that won't do, at all very bad!) Just 
think of the fellows all around that Hub that speak—spake—spoke 
—(We give it up—tired out ! Can’t doit alone. Always takes two 
men and a boy, to make our mols. Boy just gone to eat our lunch 

for us, to save time.) So t9 proceed, if the dear women can be 
neither commanded nor coaxed, how can the thing be done? Will 
the managers try to do the ‘‘ No smoking allowed”’ sort of thing ? 
Big crimson cards hung all around the room : ‘‘No TALKING ALoup !” 
Aud what an awfully awkward position for a live woman 
to be placed in! Answer in monosyllables! Just see how it works! 

Prince, to magnificent (i.e. for Boston) creature gotten up gorge- 
ously in blue and gold, a la Ticknor & Fields. ‘Madame may I 


b e honored by your company to LHoile du Nord—the next quad- 
. 


ile? Magnir. (for B.) crear. (smiling confusedly) My Lord—I 
— your —— 

“Well, what in thunder can she say? Just imagine the sensations 
a palpitating woman who is not permittel under such circum- 

















stances to say even “very happy” or “delighted”; restricted to a 
sort of yes sir-ree, nod-and-a-wink style. What a pity it is that 
hap-pi-ness can’t be done in less than three syllables. However, to 
reduce the thing to a demonstration, let us suppose that the smile 
aforesaid does the whole business; and by the way, we suggest that 
the ladies of Beacon and other streets, of the correct degree of respec- 
tability should practice up a series of conversational smiles; pathetic, 
epigrammatic, sympathetic or any other tic. (douloureux excepted) 
How very entertaining the succeeding conversation must be. 

But what is the possible necessity or provocation for 
this caution. Does the Courier apprehend that a frightful amount 
of ignorance may be exposed where it would be least anticipated ? 
Are we to understand its Janguage as a slur upon the intelligence 
of the Baron, or as a doubt of the abilities of Boston women? Ah! 
of the Courier’s ability were only mut(e)ability—susceptibility of 
some change for the better, what a Godsend it would be to Boston! 

Although our delight at the promised tranquility of the said 
Terpsichorean arrangement is ineffable, so to speak, yet we cannot 
demonstrate to our own entire satisfaction that the proposition is 
feasible. Neither can we, even with our acknowledged astuteness, 
account for this desire to repress and restrain the BY JOVE!!! 
WE’vecorir! weseeit allnow. We have had occasion there‘ofore 
to remark upon the immense amount of Instinct inherent in Vantry 
Farr. It’s a Big Thing! The hugest kind of an entity; con- 
sequently we repeat the observation. But in order that the perhaps 
incredulous Public may by assured that our Instinct never is, never 
can be at fault we shall immediately despatch the chef of our 
Zoological Department to Boston to obtain the facts. We await bis 
telegram. 

P. S. (twenty hours later.) It’s exactly as we suspected. Instinct, 
give us your hand! you’ve done us good service. Your emoluments 
will progress geometrically from this date. Behold ! 

SrecrAn Dispatcu to Vanity Farr. 
Bostoy, Oct »ber 1.-—A. M. 

“Ship has arrived. 413 passengers of the ‘What Is It?” tribe 
principally females. Consigned to Barnum. J learn from private 
sources that 572 females have just been purchased at small advance 
on cost, and sent over to Cambury tobe put through course of 
sprouts to prepare to débuter at Ball given to Prince of Wales.” 

Boston Courier, yowre an old humbug. Your caution was only 
asham-—a blind. You may retire. Consider yourself squelched ! 
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HORRIBLE AQUARIAM OUTRAGED. 


SomE wickepD Boy HAS ABSTRACTED THE GOLD FISHES FRoM MISss 
DuMBLE’3 AQUARIUM AND DEHOSITED IN THEIR PLACE—A DEAD PIG ! 
t. 








MOUNT VERNONEST. 


Dear Vanity Fatr:-—You know how [have always raved against 
the strong minded of my sex, who go about with little books and 
lists, devouring subscriptions for sewing societies, monumental asso- 
ciations, etc. Eh bien! L’homime propose e Dieu dispose—me voila 
enrolled a member of that excellent corps of Dorcases, whose charity 
and energy I have never until now, fully sppreciated. ‘‘Call no 
man happy till he is dead,’’ somebody in some language says, 
and I should have ejaculated a month ago, if my present occu- 
pation had been foretold to me in the strongest phrase which 
Icould command, ‘Is thy servant a femme forte that she should 
do this thing?” But women have, you know, Vanity Fair, even 
to other women when they choose, most irresistibly fascinating 
ways of cajoling one into all kinds of disagreeabilities, and to this 
irresistible cajolement do I ascribe my weakly consenting to become 
“Lady Manager of the ——th Ward in the City of —— for col- 
lecting subscriptions for the purchase of Mt. Vernon.”’ 

Ihave as yet, had but one experience of my duties, but ah! how 
Ihave blushed! how I have laughed! how insulted my dignity 
has felt itself! how ludicrous and annoying it has all been! Miss 
—- my charming superior officer, described the duties of the 
office to me as light and in no degree troublesome. ‘‘ You have 
not even the embarrassment of a personal interview—ring the bell 
send up your book, wait quietly in the parlor, and whether a sub- 
scription is made or not is really personally of no consequence to 
you.” Itall looked bright couleur de rose, but my Vice Regent, 
in her handsome establishment, with servants galore to : nswer the 
bell and waiting rooms innumerable, in her pretty ignoian:e of all 
poorer inner lives—did not picture to herself houses where there 
was no parlor, and where the head of the house herself opens the 
door, and thus forces upon you the ‘‘embarrassment of a personal 
Interview.’’ 

A few afternoons ago I set off, with an amiable coadjutor, also 
a victim to that Moloch—Mt. Vernon, and hopeful and brave rung 
my first bell. ‘Is the lady of the house at home?’ was my 
natural question to the woman who answered my summons. ‘‘ J 
am the lady of the house,’’ was the indignant reply. Quite over- 
Whelmed by this unpropitious début, and having no impromptu 
Speech prepared for this emergency, I could only stammer out, 
confused and blushing, the object of my call, and was promptly 
refused all assistance. I tried the next door, and had the better 
fortune of being able to send my book up by a small child. Down 
she came with the unexpected response, that “the lady of the 
house was engaged, and did not want to purchase.’’ What could 
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she have imagined I wanted her to buy? Needles, tape, thread—or 
Mt. Vernon single handed! However the touch of the ridiculous 
was rather consoling, we could at least langh, and so rang at the 
next house with more sang froid. Harris was the name on the 
door, so I inquired of the German girl who opened to us, ‘‘ if Mrs. 
Harris was at home?’’ ‘Oh Ya-s,’’ she answered, and I sent my 
green book up by her. In a few moments she returned, beaming 
with good humor and naiveté. ‘‘ Mr. Harris says it does not suit, 
and the lady of the house—she is dead.’’ With a burst of laughter 
at this unforeseen climax, and striking point of resemblance to the 
Mrs. Harris of Gampish notoriety, we turned off and were too much 
amused to be annoyed at the pertinacious refrsals, the steady want 
of enthusiasm about the Mt. Vernon purchase which we met with 
in the whole street. One old lady, with a black front and wig 
curls, having not the least resemblance to hair, even horse hair, 
informed me snappishly, that she ‘‘ had just subscribed and wasn’t 
going to do so any more.’’ ‘‘But to what,” 1 urged, having grown 
a little bolder by practice. ‘‘ Not to the Mt. Vernon cause, I am 
certain, for this is the first collection made in this ward.’’ ‘‘ Why 
to my own church, to be sure,’’ she replied, shutting the door in 
my face—so, though I could not see the sequitur, I was of necessity 
obliged to leave the premises. An old Quaker doctor, who had 
received me with the utmost affability as patient, rose abruptly and 
dismissed me with the epigrammatic denunciation, ‘‘I -have no 
money friend wherewith to whiten sepulchres.’’ Another man, a 
draper and tailor, said with a puzzled air, ‘‘ But what’s the use of 
it, what’s the good of it?’’ and though I tried vainly to lecture 
him into an admiration of the feminine patriotism of the Associa- 
tion, making sundry points and claptraps about Washington and 
his Life—I don’t know but that I brought in the cherry tree—the 
cui bono was to him so insurmountable an obstacle that-not one 
sous would he give. At one house where we rang, a fairy god- 
mother of an old lady, little, trim, weird like, and wrinkled, in- 
formed me that she had been told she was to be called upon for 
her subscription by Miss Smrrm—and so I was Miss Suitn! ‘‘ No,’’ 
I answered, feeling indignantly the truth of the old saying, ‘‘ that 
a man’s name was his skin,” ‘‘I am Miss Green.” ‘Ah! but 
they told me Miss Sairm was to call for the collection,’’ evidently 
regarding me as an audacious impostor, and looking me from head 
to foot. Luckily I had my credentials written in my official book, 
and immediately produced them to my sceptical old friend. Being 
reluctantly convinced that I was not going to elope with the 
money, she relented and trusted me to the amount of one dollar, 
which I put in my purse rejoicing. Having spent my afternoon in 
this pleasant manner, rushing round into dark ill-ventilated houses, 
where the people, I am sure, know of no other phase of vegetable 
life but onion, where everything was so poor, that I felt I had no 
right to take any of their hard earned money, where I had been 
looked upon as a disagreeable beggar and adventurer, I returned 
home, having amassed the immense sum of $2.25! 

Oh dear Vanity Fatr, can’t you persuade everybody to come up 
voluntarily to the altar of patriotism and settle, not to be so fol- 
lowed up, and made to stand and deliver by us female Claude 
Duvals! I am sure that, popular as you are already, we women, in 
our gratitude to you if you would but succeed in your appeal, 
would then in some sequestered nook of Mt. Vernon, dedicated to 
the good geniuses of our country, raise a small shrine, sacred to 
the memory of our beloved Vanrry Farr. 

Yours sincerely, 
Dorcas GREEN. 
See ee ere 


The Best Out. 
An enthusiastic retailer of Sewing Machines in Jersey City, has 
a placard in his store window: ‘‘The best $50 Shuttle Machine. 
See them running up siairs.’? Wemiust concede his claim of the best, 
for we have seen no shuttle machine that has been able to walk, 
much more run up stairs. 
= Pee gle 
A Bier Bass. 
A German lager bier concert saloon announces Herr ——— the 
great base singer from the Royal Opera, Berlin. 
Poor Fellow : ‘‘'lo what base uses may we turn at last.”? 
a ee 


Will they Own to It ? 


The Irish Troops that went to Rome were called the Pope’s Own. 
Now that they have come back in such sad plight, they shall be 
dubbed the ‘* Och Own.” 

eee 
Spurgical. 

Let the young gentleman who imagines himself the mould of 

form, forget that he is but a form of mould. 
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THE LAY OF THE COMMON SCOUNDREL. 


CHILD of the Points, in 
squalor and sin— 
Mother a_ harlot, who 
died of gin ; 
Whose son I am, at 
the present day— 
Iam not wise enough 
to say ; 
But that hef was game, 
V’ll bet my hat, 
For I’m his kid, and 
nary a flat 
Is your very humble 
servant. 



















About the age of nine 
or ten 
So long is it since, I 
scarce know when; 
It might have been more 
or may be less, 
But what's the odds if I 
stood the press— 
I picked the lock and 
robbed the till 
Of the squint-eyed gro- 
cer, Dutchman Bill, 
At the corner of 
Little Water. 





They locked me up in 
the Tombs awhile— 

I’m not so sure that I 
liked the style— 

And they hauled me up 
before the court, 

But to cut the matter a 
little short, 

Or not to nip the budin 
its prime, 

Which to _ perfection 
might grow in time, 
There was four d no 

cause for action. 


So they let me slide,and 
what to do 

For my bread and 

cheese I hardly knew; 

But it chanced 1 found, 
one lucky day, 

Down in the slums of 
old Cow Bay, 

A cove who was more 
than a little tight, 

Sol drugged his rum and 
in the night 
I faked his watch 

and money. 


The watch I sold for one 
half its price, 

I bought me a set of 
tools as nice 

‘ As any cracksman brave 
might choose 

For turning a lock or 
drawing screws ; 

_____. [bought me a suit of 

handsome plaid, 


Mi a 
_—— AY UN 
Yeas 
= NS 
| I 


‘ 
: YIKKK) Nes 
Vs ee 
MY VERXY = 
Lodi, My Yn 
np 


> 


And looked the knuck in my close cut shad, 
With its fancy cuffs and buttons. 


O never was keener blade than I; 
I'll tell you the truth without a lie ; 
I was scarce eighteen, and she still less— 
They called her, among them, ArTLEss Bess ; 
I liked the girl, she was like her name, 
And she liked me better than name or fame, 
And I wasn’t slow to know it. 








I rigged her out in tog so fine ; 

I taught her the bloke—a trick worth mine ; 
She was quick to learn, was ArTLess Bess ; 
Tidy she looked in her bran new dress— 

A smarter wench never passed the doors, 

Or did the rounds of the dry-good stores, 

Than ART Ess Bass, the rover. 


I tired of the girl in a little while, 

And all because she went back on her style ; 
She took to gin, and was, once or more, 
Caught in the act in a Broadway store ; 

So I turned her off with a curse and frown, 

To earn her living upon the town— 

An easy kind of vocation. 


I set up a policy office then ; 
And gained the favor of public men 
By the active part and manly stand, 
By the many votes I could command, 
By my solid worth and judgment strong 
In matters pertaining to right and wrong, 
At the time of state elections. 


What if they say I stuck my man ; 
Suppose I did, do you care a damn ? 
It was in my shop, he pressed me close, 
I told him he’d have to take a dose, 
He didn’t mind, when I drew my knife, 
And stuck him—only to save my life, 
The life of your humble servant. 


Our party won ; and would you believe 
They got me off-—you may laugh in your sleeve ; 
To ease my conscience and give me peace, 
They poulticed my bruises with a lease, 
And gave me a license, rum to sell— 
They could not have pleased me half so well, 
Had they made me head of the Nation. 


I lived and thrived on the drunken crew 
That crowded my crib the whole day through, 
I mixed my grog with what you might call 
The very worst of bad alcohol, 
And sold it for more than thrice its cost, 
And came, at last, when I thought I'd lost, 
To a seat in the Common Council. 


O, I need not tell how rich I grew 
On the city funds, it’s nothing to you. 
I ride in my carriage, drink my wive: 
With the biggest bugs I often dine ; 
They court my acquaintance, so would you, 
You honest fool, if you only knew 
Iam up for the Legislature. 


oe — 
The Oil Mania. 


Cheerful is it to encounter paragraphs like the following, from 
the Warren Mail: 

The more we see of the oil mania, the more are we confirmed in our first con- 
victions that the business is greatly over-estimated and over-done. 


In the Oil Mania Business there must be some method in their 
madness, else the Warren Mail would hardly be warranted in telling 
us that it is over-estimated. The fact is that business, generally 
speaking, is carried on in a very crazy way with all of us in the U. 
8., but heretofore very few papers have had the courage to come 
out like the Warren Mail, and tell us so. How would it sound for 
the World to tell us that : 


‘‘The more we see of the manly-dignity-mania, the more we are confirmed in our 
first conviction that the business is greatly over-estimated and over-done. 


Ss pee 
Hark from the Tombs! 


Among the recent political events we learn that ‘ the Hon. 
Roser Toons recently spoke in Columbus, Georgia.’’ Part of bis 
remarks are thus reported : He said that his people might stand it 
if they choose ; he had born it until another ‘ hair would break 
the camel’s back ;’’ and here the speaker rising up to his full 
height, continued : ‘‘Now what is the speaker’s true height, that of 
a camel ?’’ 
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Hew BHublications, 
Received at the Office of Vanity Fair, 
For the week ending Saturday, Sept. 29, 1860. 


RUDD & CARLETON, NEW YORK. 


THE KELLYS AND THE O’KELLY’s. A Novel, by Anthony 
Trollope, author of “ Dr. Thorne,” etc.—from the 
last London edition. One vol. 12mo., 432 pp. 
Price $1,25. 


THE GREATNESS AND DECLINE OF CESAR RiroTTEAU. From 
the French of Honore De Balzac. Translated by O. 
W. Wight, and F. B. Goodrich. One vol. 12 mo. 
387 pp. Price $1.00. 


Porm3. By Henry Lyndon Flash. One vol., 12 mo. 
Extra Cream tinted paper 168 pp. 


J. CHALLEN & SONS, PHILA. 


‘A MAN ;” or the Higher Pleasure of the Intellect. | 
By Rev. J. D. Bell. 12 mo, 464 pp. $1.25. 


OLp MACKINAW; or the Fortressof the Lakes. By Rev. 
W. P. Strickland, 12 mo. 404 pp. 1,00 


Brste Srortes in VERSE for the little ones at Home. By 
Mrs. A. M. Hyde Quarto. 87 pp. 60 cents. 





T. B. PETERSON & BRO’S, PHILA. | 


CAMILLE; or the Camera Lapy. “Za Dame aux 
Camelias.’’ The only true, complete, and original | 
translation. From which have been adapted for the | 
Stage, the Drama of ‘‘ Camille,’ and the Opera of 





‘*La Traviata.’’? Translated literally from the French 
| 


of ALEXANDRE Dumas, the Younger. One vol. 12mo., 
cloth, $1 25. In two volumes, paper._cover, for $1. 


DERBY & JACKSON, NEW YORE. 


HAND-BOOK OF UNIVERSAL LITERATURE, from the best and 
latest authorities: Designed for popular reading 
and as a text-book for Schools and Coleges by Anna 
C. Lynet Botta. 12mo., 567 pp., cloth. Price $1 25. 


Loure’s Last Term at St. Mary’s—a reverently affec- 
tionate tribute to the memory of the Right Rev .George 
Washington Doane. 12mo., cloth, 239 pp. Price $1. 


RUDD & CARLETON HAVE IN PRESS, 

ATribute to Dr. Kane, and other Poems: By George 
W. Chapman. 

Lives, Labors and Loves of the Birds : By Michelet. 

The Moral History of Women : By Ernest Legouve. 

Buckland’s Curiosities of Natural History, 2d series. 

The Hand-book of Life. 

The Petty Annoyances of Married Life. 





TOWNDROW’S 
CONVEYANCE GUIDE 


in and about 
NEW YORK, 
and 
FIFTY MILES AROUND. 
Showing 
RAILROADS, STEAMERS, FREIGHT PROPELLERS, 
STAGES, FERRIES, EXPRESSES, TELEGRAPH 
LINES, &c., &c. 
Corrected and Published Weekly. 
The most complete work of the kind ever issued. 
PRICE 10 CENTS. 


$3 per annum, $1 for four months. 


SCHONBERG & CO., 
80 Beaver-street, New York. 


VANITY FATR. 





NOW READY ; HARTHILL’S ILLUSTRATED 
— GUIDE BOOKS FOR 1860, 


I. 
IHE HUDSON RIVER—With Catskills, Saratoga, Lake 
George, and City of New-York. Described and II- 
lustrated with Fifty Engravings. Price 25 cents. 
Il. 
HE WHITE MOUNTAINS—Together with Newport 
and City of Boston. Described and Illustrated with 
Forty Engravings. Price 25 cents. 
From a tour made expressly for this work in July, 1859. 
Il. 
HE ST. LAWRKENCE—A Panorama of the river from 
Niagara to Quebec—Together with all the Cities in 
Canada. Engraved from the Charts of the Canadian 
Government and Photographs. Described and Illustra- 
ted with Thirty Engravings, in addition to a magnificent 
Panorama. Price 25 cents. 
i. 
HE MISSISSIPPI—With Forty River Maps and Thir- 
ty Engravings. Being a complete description of the 
River from St. Paul to New Orleans, and principal cities 
connected with its trade and commerce. Price 25 cts. 
¥, 
IAGARA FALLS AND SCENERY—With full de- 
scriptions and Thirty Engravings of the chief points 
of attraction there. Price 25 cents. 





The above Hand-Books are all uniform in size and 
style, and can be had separately. Price 25 cts each. 

They are allowed to be the handsomest, best illustra- 
ted, and most readable and reliable Guide Books to the 
respective districts, published. 

All the most important objects of interest and 
choicest points of beauty connected with these world- 
renowned districts are presented in these Guide Books 
with all the truthfulness which photography, first-rate 
drawings, and the best engravings can produce. 

Any one, or all of them, will be mailed by the pub- 
lishers on receipt of stamps for the amount. 

They are on sale at all the principal bookstores, on 
the cars and steamboats, in all parts of the country, 

Publishers, A. HARTHILL & CO., 
No. 20 North William-St., New-York. 


Be sure and ask for ‘‘ HARTHILL’S ILLUSTRATED 
GUIDE BOOKS.”’ 


The trade supplied by any of the wholesale houses. 
* FAIR, 





THE NEW ILLUSTRATED 
HUMOROUS AND SATIRICAL 
JOURNAL. 


OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 


‘The Punch of America.’"—N Y. Herald, Jan. 19 

*¢ If such a work can succeed, VANITY Farr will and 
ought todo so. It has a good corps of writers, whose 
contributions promise to be set on # dill and shine ac- 
cordingly.”---N. ¥. Tribune. 

“¢ Vanity Farr is the best experiment of the tind yet 
made in the country The paper has already contain- 
.4 many things worthy of Punch in his brightest days, 
nor is this surprising when it is known that some of the 
best wits and most graceful writers in the country con- 
tribute to its pages.”"—NV. ¥. Evening Post. 

‘¢ There is a good deal in a name, and this name is, 
to our mind, better than Punch. The illustrations in 
Vanity Farr have been the best ever produced ina 
comic paper in thie country. They are beautifully 
drawn, carefully engn.ved, and not so entirely spoiled 
in the printing as, in many illustrated papers, wood- 
cuts are spoiled on the press. If this paper shall con- 
tinue, as it has begun, to take a high meral tone, to 
keep its pages scrupulously free from the too common 
wit whose only point is its vulgarity, to attack fearlessly 
and conscientiously the follies of the times, there will 
be a fair chance of its pushing its way to success and 
fame.”’—Zhe Independent (N. Y*) 

“The object of Vanrty Farr is a good one, and the 
parties engaged in it, so far as we are informed, are 
admirably qualified for their work.’”’—N. ¥. Saturday 
Press, 

‘¢ This new comic paper has passed the trying ordeal 
of success, and is most decidedly entitled to the sup- 
port of all those who love pure wit, dashed off from 
the pen or pencil.”"—N. ¥. Daily News. 

‘ There is vim in Vantry Farr. Its illustrations are 
equal to those wh.ch have made Punch a power in the 
metropolis of Engiand ; and in fun, piquancy of man- 
ner, terseness and humor it equals its great trans-At- 
lantic cotemporary.”’—N. Y. Dispatch. 

“ Fspecially creditable, both in matter and appear- 





ance.”—NV. Y¥. Sunday Times. 





** Its illustrations are superior to any that have here- 
tofore appeared. .... The literary portion of the 
number is varied and entertaining.’’—Boston Courier. 

‘¢ Vanity Fair promises life and usefulness.””"—N. YF. 

er. 


‘Vanity Fair bids fair to become one of the ‘ pe- 
| ¢uliar institutions’ of the day.”—N. Y. Sunday Mer- 
cury. 

‘That would certainly be a very mild criminal code 
which should prescribe nothing worse to take than 
Vanity Farm. We wouldn’t mind being shut up our- 
| selves, for a time, in such companionship.’’—National 
Anti-Slavery Standard. 

‘* It greatly excels any similar American publication, 
and is quite equal to Charivari or Punch.’’—American 
Republic (Macon, Ga.) 

‘** Pungent and humorous, and shows much ability in 
its editorial manag t.”’—Louisville Journal. 

‘¢ The whole affair is exceedingly clever.’’—Philadel- 

| phia Evening Bulletin. 
| ‘There is no small degree of smartness in Vanity 
Far.’’—Philadelphia Press. 

‘Vanity Fair is the most piquant of hebdomadals. 
We could wish that it might sweep out of existence 
every other comic periodical we have.’’—Buffalo Daily 
Courier. 





‘* Far in advance of any similar publications which 
have heretofore appeared in this country.’’—New 
| Hampshire Gazeiie. 

‘* The original articles possess much greater merit 
than we usually find in journals of this class.’’—Port- 
land Transcript. 

‘Tt bids fair to be very popular, and gives evidence 
of a high order of literary and artistic talent.’’—Hun- 
terdon (N. J.) Republican. 

‘Though scarcely two months old, ‘It stalks the 
| earth and awes the world around.’ Its Illustrations 
| tinge even the cheeks of Punch. Its onslaught on 
| vice and folly makes it a terror to knaves and fools.”’— 
| Justice Whitley’s Circuit Judge. 

‘* We heartily welcome Vanrry Fair to our literary 
repast, and shall look greedily for each weekly num- 
ber.’’—Archilects’ and Mechanics’ Journal. 

‘Capital and full of fun.””—Cincinnali Commercial. 

‘*Comes nearer the object than any of its predeces- 
sors.’’—Newark Daily Advertiser. 

* One of the cleverest and brightest papers of the 
kind... .. The wittiest writers and artists of New- 
York contribute to it.’’—Providence Journal. 

SPECIAL NOTICE. 

The very marked and flattering success which has 

thus far attended the publication of 

VANITY FAIR, 
Enables the publisher to announce that with the com- 
mencement of the Second Volume, issued this day, 
30th June, New Features, both Literary and Artistic, 
will be introduced, which will increase the value and 
interest of the paper, and fully maintain the proud 
position unanimously accorded to it, as the leading 
Comic JouRNAL OF AMERICA. 


VANITY FAIR 
IS ISSUED REGULARLY EVERY WEDNESDAY. 
and is for Sale by all Newsmen, and at the Office 
of Publication, No. 113 Nassau-street, New York. 
TERMS : 
Three dollars per annum, in advance—Six cents sin- 
gle copy. 
TERMS FOR CLUBS: 


Two copies of Vanrry Fam will be sent to one ad- 
» ° ot te $5 00 


dress for - ° é 
Five copies - - - : ° - 1200 
Ten copies . - - : : 20 00 


An Extra copy will be allowed to the getter-up of 
every Club of not less than five copies. 


This paper is Electrotyped, and back numbers may 
be procured at any time. 


TO EDITORS THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY. 
Our exchange list has become so large that we shall 
be obliged to curtail it. Those who desire an exchange 
will please insert the above Special Notice and Terms 
three times, and send marked copies to this office, upon 
receipt of which we will forward the paper for One 
Year. No others will be noticed. 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, 
Publisher for the Proprietors, 113 Nassau-street, 
New-York. 
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SUCCESS. 
A —— 
EVERETI’S 


LIFE OF WASHINGTON. 


(Published September 27.) 
Eighth thousand printing. 





KENDRICK’S 
LIFE AND LETTERS 
OF 
MRS. EMILY C. JUDSON, 
(FANNY FORRESTER.) 
Price $1 25. 


(Published September 27.) 
Fourth thousand printing. 





TYNG’S 
FORTY YEARS’ EXPFRIENCE 
IN 


SUNDAY SCHOOLS. 


Price 60 cents. 
(Published September 15.) 
Fourth thousand printing. 


SHELDON & Co., Publishers, 


No. 115 Nassau-st., New-York. 





+ iegmee NEW BOOKS. 
THE HOUSEHOLD OF BOUVERIE . 


Or, Tus Evrae or Gor. 
In Two Volumes. $2. 


Il. 
LOUIE’S LAST TERM AT ST. MARY'S. 
12mc. $1. 
A companion to Tom Brown’s School days at Rugby. 


HANDBOOK OF UNIVERSAL LITERATURE, 


From the Best and Latest Authorities. Designed for 
Popular Reading, and as a Text-book for Schools and 
Colleges. By ANNE C. BOTTA. - - - $1,25 
NEMESIS, 

RUTLEDGE, 


Each $1 25. 
DERBY & JACKSON, 
Publishers, New York. 


ANTED AN ADVERTISING AGENT.—The 
right kind of a place, for the right kind of man. 
None need apply unless prepared with undoubted tes- 
timonials as to character and ability. 
Apply at this office, between the hours of 9 A, M. 
and 5 P. M. 


BEULAH, 





ae & WILSON’S 


SEWING MACDUINES. 


505 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 


Are approved alike by families, dress-makers, gaiter- 
fitters, vest-makers, and by tailors generally, and are 
the only machines that fully mect all the wants of the 
public. Send for a circular. 


HE PER MES MADE BY RIM- 
7 MEL, (OF ILET VINEGAR CELEBRITY,) 
breathe the pure fragrance of the ‘‘ parterre’’ at the 
most delightful season of the year, the genial Spring. 
The numerous aristocratic patrons of these scents 
fully and frankly bear witness to this characteristic, 
which causes them to be so much sought after. RIM- 
MEL’S Perfumes, Toilet Vinegar, Almond Soap, and 
Rose-leaf Powder, can be had of Messers. CASWELL, 
MACK & CO., Fifth Avenue Hotel, and of all Druggists 
and dealers iu toilet goods. 





VANITY FAIR. 


AS AN 
EXTRAORDINARY 


INDUCEMENT! 


NEW SUBSCRIBERS, 


The following 


PREMIUMS 


FOR $3 00, 
Mailed to the address of the publisher of this paper, 
a Copy of 
VANITY FAIR FOR ONE YEAR, 
And any new 
NOVEL OR PUBLICATION 
Worth from 


Are offered. 


$1 00 TO 1 25, 

Which will be sent 

POSTAGE FREE. 

For $4 mailed to the address of the Publisher of this 
paper. A Copy of VANITY FAIR for one year and as a 
PREMIUM, a bound copy of the Ist VOLUME, in a neat 
cloth binding, the retail price of which is $2 60, 

$5 00 Remitted to this office will entitle the sender 
to a Copy of 
VANITY FAIR FOR ONE YEAR 
Anda 
CERTIFCATE OF SUBSCRIPTION 

To the 
COSMOPOLITAN ART ASSOCIATION, 

Which secures to the subscriber a fine 

STEEL PLATE ENGRAVING, 

Worth not less than $5 00, and in addition a chance 

in the annual drawings for the valuable 
WORKS OF ART 
Which are yearly distributed throughout the oountry 
by this Association valued at from $100 to $1000 each. 
LOUIS H. STEPHENS, 
Publisher for Proprictors, 
113 Nassau-street, New-York, 





ATTENTION NEWSMEN. 


VANITY FAIR’S 


COLORED POSTERS 


will be resumed this week 


They will give a faithful and striking representa- 


tion of the 


CLOWNS AND JESTERS 


Of All Nations. 


An original design every week, by the celebrated 
comic artist, 

H. L. STEPHENS ! 

Owing tothe great demand for our former illustrated 

hand-bills, we shall issue One Poster to Every Five 


Papers, and every person purehasing that number will 


be entitled to a bill. 











et & BAKER’S 
CELEBRATED 


FAMILY SEWING MACHINES, 


495 Broadway, New-York. 

18 Summer Street, Boston. 

730 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 
137 Baltimore Street, Baltimore. 
58 West Fourth Street, Cincinnati. 


A NEW STYLE. 





This machine sews from two spools, as purchased 
from the store, requiring no rewinding of thread; it 
Items, Fells, Gathers, and Stitches in a superior style, 
finishing each seam by its operation, without recourse 
to the hand needle, as is reqdired by other machines. 
It will do better and cheaper sewing than a seamstress 
can, even if she works for one cent an hour. 


Gy SEND FOR A CIRCULAR. 





wo YOU LAUGH? 


WOULD YOU BE DEEPLY INTERESTED? 

WOULD YOU LIKE CAPITAL ENGRAVINGS? 
BUY THE VANITY FAIR RAIL 
ROAD LIPRARY. 

Illustrated with Forty fine engravings. 
BB PRICE ONLY 10 CENTS.<@e 


Containing the following sketches by the most piquant 
Writers of the day. 


THE STREET WALKER! 
THE FLIRT!! 
THE SOUTHERN SAWBONES!!! 
THE GOSSIP! !!! 
THE ROWDY !!!!! 
THE UT DE POITRINE! 
THE LITERARY GHOUL!! 
THE AMERICAN CENT!! 
THE CRITIC ! !!!!!! 
THE ANONYMOUS ANIMAL! 
THE AMERICAN BUCK!!! 
THE MAN ABOUT TOWN! 
THE HOTEL WAITER!! 

To which is added a scathing. xcarifying, blistering, 
stinging, biting scorching, »ungentraecy, high-flavored, 
sharp, piquant, spicy, high-seasoned, red-peppery, 
Worcester-saucy, palatable, and altogether superbly 
written 
ACCOUNT OF YE COUNTER-JUMPER. 

Showing off all his Dress and Address, Tricks, Vices, 
Monkey Shines, Anties, Sohloquies, Habits, Amuse- 
ments, Dissipations, Vebaucheries, Kiotings and Revel- 


ries, Capacities and Incapacities, With his Poems, Let- 
ters, Joys and Sorrows. 





WOULD YOU BE POSTED ON LIFE GENERALLY 
WOULD YOU STUDY CHARACTER? 


WOULD YOU SEE THE WORLD OF NEW-YORK AS 
IT IS? 


Then read the Vanity Fam RAILROAD AND STEAM 
BVAT LIBRARY. 


Price, actually, only Ten Cents. 





H. JOCELYN, ELECTROTYPIST 
e to this paper, 60 Fulton-street, NEW-YORK 
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